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.~ New Fiction in Vari

- and of' the farm she owns and man-

L]

PEANNA GODDEN. By Sheila Eaye-

Smith. E. P. Dutten & Co.

HERE are  writers who - are
like a tree—an ocak deep-
rooted in its sell, drawing

from it all the life and sustedince
and beauty it requires for its noble
epread of boughs and green canopy
of leaves. Here s no need of wan-
dering, no necessity to seek strange
men and customs. Here [a the beart
of Mfe, and it is enough.

Shella Kaye-S8mith is- such a
writer, and the books she gives us
are sound and fine, At fruit to spring
from steadfast growth. They have
the breath of the land In them, the
truth of o life deeply feit and Inti-
mately known, the beauty that Is
born of such a source. Her men
and women are true creations of the
imagination, living an actual life
within the scope of the story, and
golng on into your own life, to be-
come a part of your experience.
She is a remarkable writer and the
five books to her credit are o Jdistinct
addition to the novels of our genera-
tion. This lutest of the number,
“Joanna Codden,” is the best where
all are good As the author goes on
in her art she loses a certain stiff-
ness of style and she plungey more
deeply Into the humin heart, while
her humor grows more luminous,
skining through the whole work as
a velled lamp glows goftly In a room,
iluminating everything but not
sharply defined in any one spot
There i3 a ripemess about “Joanna
Codden” which the earlier books have
not quite attained.

The story Is of a woman's middie
years, from twenty-odd to near forty,

ages and the folk round about it
It tells of her first love and its tragic
ocutesme. It telis of her last jove
and what came of that And in the
telling of these it puts before you a
whele community, a countryside and
method of life and manner of
thought,

You grow to love Joannn deeply
hefore the story ends, She is a crea-
ture full of faults, quick tempered,
rather bumptious, sure of herself,
overbearing in getting her own way.
She irritales you enormously at
times, you know that she could en-
rage you. But you woulkl Jove her
through it all Martin  Trevor,
thinking her over, beginning to like
her, told himsell that she was “good,
common stuff, She was like =ome |
sterling homespun plece, strong and |

sweet smelling—ahe was like a piot!
)

of the marsh earth, soft and rich|

| ually Joanna emerges from her suf-

two years of hard work but not ofj.

complaining. :

Gradually Joanna wins the grudged
admiration of her farmer neighbors.
They are ready enough to comment
upon her peculiarities, but they are
not blind to the akill and hard work
that have brought the farm back
again. She is admitted to the Farm-
ers’ Dinner and they talk with Ler
as equal to equal.

It is at this time that Joanna
meets her first love and becomes en-
gaged. Bhe had the wish to marry,
but she dil met want to marcy
dully. FEither above her or below
her, where romance could march
alongside, ahe would mate, but not
with one of her own kind. For years
Arthur Alce has wanted her, pa-
tently woolng, and for years she has
remained  indifferent, though the
neighborhood has had them married
thise dozcns of tmes. And now
comes a man wiom she can love,
with whom, she can realize all the
natural half felt yearning in her for
a full and happy life. This period In
Joanna's life ls told with a rarely
beantiful sympathy. . Martin loves
her and finds all the great, sweet
kindncss in her. adores her just as
sha js, without missing the ineon-
gruities and differences between
them, without closing his eyes to the
fact that she Is a “managing woman"
and that abstractly he dislikes a
managing woman. As for Joanna,
her love has changed her—"some-
thing in her was broken, melted,
changed cut of all recognition-*ahe
was softer, weaker, more exclted,
more tender. She had lost much of
her old swagger, her old cocksure-
ness, for Martin had utterly sur-
prised and tamed her. She had come
to him ln o echeming spirit of poli-
tics, and he had kept her in a spirit
of devotion. Bhe had come to him as
Aunsdore to North Farthing—but he
had stripped her of Ansdore, and
she was just Jounna Golden, who
had walted twenty-eight years for
love."”

But Jeanna's happiness is snapped
short off, and she Is once more left
alone. Alone except for the little
sister, whom she tyrgnnizes over and
loves, and for whom she has always
hoped great things. Bhe shall be a
lafly. When Joanna's ship “foun-
dered, leaving her elinging to Little
Ansdore as to a place of wreckage,
Ellen was away at the school her
sister bad found for her, a school
where the daughliers of the high-
born went to.be educated, and where
Ellen was trained In ways alien
enough fromi the farm home, Grad-

fering, and the checked current of
her love turns to Ellen, whose home-
comi ia due, and whom she plans

ed Forms

. B custom not &8 common
among the craft as some might think.
She has a great deal to say in this
newest novel, and she says It ex-
ceedingly well. Two of Mary Jghn-
ston's good qualities as a writer are
present io this book In full measure;
her abiiity to call up a past age and
make the figures from that time
living, breathing human beings, and
her power to make the big central
ethical theme, behind the story, real
and living also.

“Sllver Cross" pletures the Eng-
land of the reign of Henry the VIL
But we have no dealings with kings
and courts. It is with the church of
that time, with the great abbeys and
monasteries, thelr fealousies and in-
trigues, thelr power and thelr un-
scrupulousness, that the action has
to do. And the two destinies which
come in time to focus sympathy on
themselves are those of simple foli,
a poldsmith and a Magdalen. Rich
burghers and & simple knight or two,
and the scores of ether folk are there,
and many abbots, priors, and monks
Frankly and honestly are the ine
trigues and falseness of the church
of that time dealt with, and yet the
books puises with a deeply religious
feeling.

There i something extremely
modern and familiar seceming to
those who can be as honest nbout]
these days, in the jealousies of the
two big abbeys, Siver Cross and
Saint Leofrics, and thelr manner of
advertising themselves and “selling
slvation.” They are near enough to
one another in situation for ene to
suffer if the other has some great
aftraction in the way of a relie,
working miracles, to offer. When
Saint Leofric's could show a mirficu-
lously found arm and hand of their
patron saint, and the simple trust-
ing folk—of which there were ap-
parently as many in those days as

LITTLE, BROWN &

COMPANY'S
NewFiction—JustPublished

A new Western story by the author of “Ths Siowshee Trail”

- SHEPHERDS OF THE WILD

By EDISON MARSHALL
Edisun Marshall knows the wild places and the wavs of the wild
creatures that range them—and knows how to write a story.
“Shepherds of l.h:‘l'il " will appeal to readers who like &n excitin
'v_Ikrll. and particularly to all lovers of the out-af-doors and of l}i;n;s
1ne. .

A mystery story by the author of “The Apartment Hc_xl Door”
‘THE TRAGEDY AT THE BEACH CLUB
By WILLIAM JOHNSTON

Famous for his plausible and stirridg detective stories, “The House of
Whispers,” “The Apartment Next Door,” and “The Myﬂ.er{ in the
Ritsmore,” William Johnston has surpassed his previous effort: in
“The Tragedy at the Beach Club”—a story with a plot so origiaal
and ing that it defics solution by the keenesr reader of this :y?e
of fiction 8175

A new novel by the author of “Storm Country Polly”
THE MARRIAGE OF PATRICIA PEPPERDAY
By GRACE MILLER WHITE

Neither love and marriage, theatrical failure or success, poverty or
wealth could divert Patricia from her one great purpose of clearing
her brother's name of a murder charge. ' Patricia will walk right into
the hearts and » ‘E;ltlhia of all readers, while associated with her is
a company of lpc: idly drawn characters. £1.90

An intensely intercating story of Boston society =
KENDALL'S SISTER By ROBERT SWASEY

In this interesting new novel the author has depicted Boston society,

s atmosphere and its temperament, with s sure knowledge and with

innumerable and subtle touches. Primarily, however, “Kendall's

Sister” is the story of a very real and fine and human woman, Second

printing. $1.90
These books are for sale at all booksellers

Publishers, LITTLE, BROWN & CO.,, Boston

now-—come and by reason of their
belief are Lealed, Abbot Mark of the
rich Silver Cross is sadly upset. He
stes  his  house's popularity and
richés melting away., Lord .\Ier:l,im‘,l
the patron of Silver Cross, honestly
religious and loving the great church
because it holds the mortal remalns
of the wife of his youth, he also is
decply concernel  And when by
chance it I& possible for Abbot Mark
and Prior Matthew of Westforest, a
daughter house of Sliver Cross, to
prove that the miraculous hand and
arms bones were stolen from an ordi-
nary graveyard in dead of night. and
ar2 nothing but fraud, cleverly adver-
tised as truth, Monljoy Is deeply
concerned for the simple faith of

The Hands of Nara

By RICHARD WASHBURN CHILD
(Uuited States Ambassador to Italy)

Author of “The Vanishing Men,” “The Velvet Black,” etc.
The dominant figures in this interesting novel are two: a scien-
tifically trained modern young physician and a sensitively
organized, mystically-minded young Russian refugee. Her unde-
niable success in bringing back to life some who were near to
death is their of contact—and confliet. The story is told
with vigor and sweep, and the sharply debatable element in it
will make it a popular subject for discussion.

$2.00. At all bookstores; or, glxt. it can be had from

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 h Avenue, New York

the eountryside. Put Abbot Mark
and Prior Matthew know that ilm!
honest hearted lord would be still|
more horrified If they suggested that |

to happy with a new beidroom | Sflv ¥odtel ey e
and alive. He had forgotten her| ! “. L h M Silver Cross might also “find” some |
arboric tendansy. th tricity of | T 0S¢ adorning Is altogether in Jo-| Wonder and draw the crowds to
- i sencancy, the scoentriclty of | ynna's taste and nol at all in Ellen’s. | jtactt.

icoks and conduet which had at first |
repelled him—that aspect had meltod |
in the nnsuspectsd warmth and soft- |
ness he had found in her. He h.a.di
been mistaken as to her sexlessness
—ghe was allve all through. She )
was still far removed from his type, |
but her fundamental simplicity had
brought her nearer to it
Taull was Joanna and sfrong, with |
a golden wnrm glow to her, color in |
her cheeks and warm bluoe eyes |
When her father dicd !

—and It Is his |

iriage to the faithful Arthur Alce.

Of counrse Elien has lHitle admira-
tion for cither her sister or the life
of Little Ansdore, The sitvation is

endad for the moment by her mar-

who in order to pleaso the woman he
loves, marries the sister he mimires,
but does not love.

The last portion of Joanna's story
brings a development that is natoral
enougi ut that sweeps away from
her eve hing she had left. It tukes

But they do arrange a counter at-
@nction, siyly, dlabolically, cleverly.
using for their instrument the person
of Brother Richard, once a suecessful
zoldsmith, but driven, in hig luter
thirtfes, into the church by pressure
of personal doudts and seffering and
by a sineere and carnest groping for
the truth. By slow and cunning
processes, similar indeed to those by
which governments ecll “holy wars"
to thelr nneuspecting people, Brother

—

“Vigorous and rivacious. . ; . A good story consistently
interesting.”—William Lygn Phelps, Literary Review.

- THe HEAD oF THE
HOUSEorCOOMBE

By FRANCES HODGSON RURNETT .,
Author of “The Shuttle,” “The Secret Garden,” elc.

“Mrs. Burnett is a mighty good story teller,” says
Life, “a woman of very great talent and fine skill in
character building. We are glad to record that she

uneral ®e < we open the bogk | FIen. Who was gone already so far | Richard is made to se » Vision. The [|  has lost none of her sharm. We like THE HEAD
fureral %e meet as e open the b | : S She St it Sk atsg s

Jded that » would horself|®® anything wo e ving was picture o ilver Cross, i ”
:::T:':_h ‘:he :-:r;h;c “11:'-d.10.": T::I__:m seertied, but it also takes the farm, | the beautifu! Madonna whom he OF THE HOUSE OF COQMBE very much.
ooe of the flnest in the fiat m:.r::!t,Th" love was a chented love, as | loves with an odd worship combined

country, Litle Ansdors, with 3ee | 'he [ iy P es
acres of pasture dappled over wlth;m'"‘ ef neither the true nor the false

biz Kent sheep. Great indecd fs
the disspproval of the nelghtors. No |

woman's work was this, and the! .
{ In her heart i= the thought of Mar-

prophecies of disaster were frequent
and hopefal
diing with the strange notions she
had, and what man would work for
her?

Bhe'd be forsver r:‘uéll-l

first was a lost one. Joanna
man But Joaanna remains uncon-
gquered, and as we seo her at the

end we love her better than ever.

of the mystic and the human, comes

Continued on Followiny Page.

tin, whose wife she should have bheen
though under her heart is another
man's child .

“There she stoad,

nearly forty

Second Printing §£2.00 at all bookshops
FPublishers' FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New York

| COLONEL REPINGTON

Moddic she doew, and fighit she|Yoars old, on the threshhold of an|
does, und fail she does not  She | *VUlrely few Hfe—her Jover, her sis- | i
makes her mistakes. And they ape| T er farm, her home, her good New Yook Tribune. Boston. Herald.
the mistakes of n woman She | PAne, al ""'"_- But the past -‘zl-'-TI e
RO o6 5. “leshury a8 they i B Rk “His records shed illumination

the shepherd In the marsh country, |
he “was dark and gweet of |

b tame
fuce and limb,” though an Ignorant
inefficient servant who had beo
lier great losses,
is told, sll she secretly remil

vet wien ” the enl comes

in defiance to

sl

7  Dles

We can but

what Joar

.‘—Il-’I out «
W ImUels away,
HILDEGARDE HAWTIHORNE

- foli

BILA T Cms ' ]
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on current history. They furnish
data that should be of the high-
est usefulness to those whose
duty it is to attempt to restore
the balance of a disordered civ-

ilization.”

“An inventory and appraisal of

present day conditions the world

over such as no other book of

the year affords. American .
readers will find special interest

in the chapters written in ‘this

country.”

ARY JOHXATON ma
- he ! L count
it a of noon W Jounna ;

el live with. Her will ~

i b been Uts eause of (he @ esinmendable literary uirth contro
death of many of her ewes, it brings | Almoset twenty-five years have passid =
1ll‘m fwm into diMeultics and mars! oo she st began to publish an $5.00 at all H - U IFF Boston and
per eredil  Bhe does no! mince mat- | : 4 i

|t the tat of her foit fongth nos aookiers. HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY

teew in ackpowledging it, nor does !’ s = £ » New York
she lose her cournge. And in Lwo yeaps | 'S UOL OVETIONE.  S4e daes not write

Little Ausdore s prosperous agaim, [unless she ham sumething 1t




